A          BRUSH          WITH           REFUGEES

people. A few yards gained by jostling someone else
out of the way was a great prize. Men, women and
children, on foot or on wheels, centred their entire
thoughts in this struggle, which was carried on with
a terrible unflagging persistency derived from panic,
Just as the Battery reached the junction of the roads
its further progress was barred by a farm cart, stacked
high with the furniture of a household. A bed in
which lay a bedridden old woman crowned the summit.
The cart had come to a temporary halt and the single
horse between the shafts lacked strength to start it
in motion again. The animal strained and plunged
about in the harness, its hoofs slipping on the concrete
road. No one lifted a finger to help the old farmer
who, with the sweat pouring down his forehead, vainly
supplemented the horse's efforts with his own.

By the roadside, close to where the Major's truck
came to a standstill, two peasants and a young woman
bent over the body of their companion, an aged
white-haired man who had collapsed from fatigue.
He lay motionless with his eyes closed. .Struggling
with the concern at his condition depicted on the three
faces was a vexed impatience with the author of this
prolonged delay. The group made no attempt to
disguise their feelings. So strong was the display of
resentment expressed by the younger of the two men,
that the Major could not forbear thinking : " I'll bet
that fellow is wishing the old chap would die and have
done with it."

At the other side of his truck a small girl screamed
in terror. She had become separated from her parents,
and the chances of finding them again in that vast,
seething crowd were remote. A man picked her up
and perched her on his shoulder. "Can you see
them ? " he asked. After gazing around for a while
the child sobbed " No." Without more ado the Good
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